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Thus they discussed things, though in reality each was thinking only
of his own personal problem.

"Charamon!" cried the General.   "Gome and tie my laces, will

you?"

Commandant Gilon said: "By the way, sir, the local press want a
photograph of you."

"Humph!. .. The press! You know my opinion of journalists, don't
you?"

The Commandant kept silent, awaiting the General's decision. The
latter said: "Charamon, give me that brief-case over there, the black
leather one; yes, that's right!"

He sat down at the table, blew on his vest at the place where his
decorations would have hung, put on his pince-nez and lit a cigarette.
He extracted a number of photographs from a transparent envelope,
spread them before him and studied them with care.

"Not that one," he said. "I look as if I've sand on my nose. I don't
know how those fellows with their damned boxes of tricks manage to
make one look like that. That one wouldn't be too bad but, damn it,
I must have moved my hand. You'd better give it to them all the same.
It's the best, I think: besides, it's my better profile."

"Could I please have one for myself, sir?" asked Commandant Gilon.

"Of course, my dear chap, with pleasure! Here, choose one."

And across the trousers of his effigy, the General wrote: "To my
faithful comrade of the war, Commandant Charles Gilon, with esteem
and friendship. General de La Monnerie, July '21."

"Thank you, sir!" said Gilon standing stiffly to attention in his
gaiters, his expression radiant.

"You see," the General went on, "how right I was to keep my flat
in Paris! I should be in a pretty state with nowhere to go now that I've
been bowler-hatted by that fool of a Minister!"

"Anyway, sir, you know thatiyouVe a standing invitation to
Montprely!"

"Thank you, my dear chap, thank you. I shall most certainly come
and see you... Charamon, come and help me dress!"

The servant slipped his plain-clothes trousers over his stiff leg.

"It makes me sad, sir," he said heavily, "to be dressing you for the
last time."

He hardly ever spoke and, when he did, it was only to utter facts. He
had a round head with dark, close-cropped hair.

Commandant Gilon asked: "Charamon, how many years* service
have you?"

"Ten years, sir. Always as a servant."

"It's a vocation with him," the General explained. "Like some men
have a vocation to be a valet. He went through the whole war, was
mentioned three times, and won the Medaille Militaire for having
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